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Christmas Bells. 


Ring! glad bells, and let thy message 
Wake the earth today: 

Ring! and let thy echoes falling, 

O’er the mountains play. 

Tell again that old sweet story 

Of the babe in Bethlehem. 

Ring again that holy message, 
**‘Peace on earth good will to men.’’ 


E.. C. 
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Two Christmas Days. 
Christmas morning dawned. Mr. James 


arose and started a fire in the kitchen stove. 
Presently his wife came into the room. 

‘‘T hope Charles will like his present,’’ 
she said, peeping into the little parlor ata 
fine new bicycle. 

“I’m afraid he’s getting too selfish to 
like anything,’’ answered her husband. I 
never thought a son of mine could have 
such feelings as he showed last night; and 
after his Uncle Charles has done so much 
for us, too.”’ 

‘‘T think, dear, it was just a passing emo- 
tion, perhaps aresult of our too great in- 
dulgence of him. Let us be patient and 
bear with him a little. He has always had 
our whole affection and care, and it is not 
strange that he should feel somewhat as he 
does, at the thought of sharing it with an- 
other; especially since Will’s coming will 
deprive him of his long-looked-for course 


in college. I think he will have come to 
himself by this time.’’ 

‘I hope so, Martha. We have expected 
so much from him, our only son, that I can’t 
bear to think of his disappointing us,’’ and 
William James looked thoughtfully into the 
fire. 

“Come, father, this will never do for 
Christmas morning. I’m sure Charley will 
feel differently soon. Willie will be here 
before we know it, and we must be cheerful 
for his sake.”’ 


‘‘You are right, mother. I hold it asin 
to be down-hearted on Christmas. I’ll let 
the boy sleep this morning while I do the 
chores.”’ 

Martha Jones went softly about the little 
kitchen preparing breakfast; and by the 
time her husband returned with the brim- 
ming pails of milk, it was all ready. 

*‘Isn’t Charles up yet?’’ asked the father. 

‘*No, but I will call him now,” and open- 
ing the stair door, she called in her sweet, 
motherly voice, using the name she loved 
best for her boy: 

‘‘Come, Sonnie, wake up, and see what 
Santa Claus has brought you.”’ 

As there was no answer she called again, 
“‘Charlie, breakfast is ready.’’ Still there 
was no answer, 

‘*Why, what’s the matter with the boy?’’ 
and the father came to her side. 

‘‘Charles,’’ he called, but no answer 
came. 

‘“‘T wonder if he is sick?’’ and the mother 
ascended the steps. 
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Her husband waited a few moments, then 
wondering at her long silence, followed. 

The little woman sat on the empty bed. 
Her face was white and in her trembling 
hands she held a letter. As the father sat 
down beside her, she looked up with a dumb 
pain in her eyes, and handed him the letter. 
William Jones took it and read carefully, 
the following, written in his son’s boyish 
hand: 

Dear Father and Mother:—I know you’)l 
blame me but I can’t help it. IfI can’t go 
to college, I’m going to do something else. 
I never did like Will, and know I couldn’t 
now; and since vou are determined to have 
him, [’ll give him my place. Don’t worry 
about me. I think I’m old enough to take 
care of myself. 

Mother, I will take the little Bible you 
gave me last Christmas, and will try to re- 
member the things you have always told 
me. 

I don’t know just where I’m 
good-by. Irom your son, 


going, but 


Charles. 

When the father had finished the letter, 
he sat for a time with bowed head. His 
hands trembled and his face worked piti- 
fully, but when at last he looked up there 
was a look of resignation in his strong 
face. He put his. arms around the grief 
stricken woman beside him. She leaned 
her head on his breast andsobbed brokenly. 
Thus they sat for atime in the little empty 
room, bowed down under their great sorrow. 


‘“‘He was all we had,’’ moaned the mother, 
“and I can't bear to think of our little 
Charley out in the cold world alone.” 

“Come, mother, let us hope he will soon 
come back,’’ and the father affected a cheer- 
fulness he did not feel. ‘‘It’s cold here, let 
us go down,’’ and tenderly he led her from 
the deserted room. 

About noon that day, a closed carriage 
drove up to the James’ ranch, and a sad- 
eyed boy of about fifteen was affectionately 
received by Mr. and Mrs. James. 

It was their nephew William, who had re- 
cently been left an orphan in his Ohio home 


far away, 

It was a lonely Christmas on the little 
ranch. The dinner was eaten in almost un- 
broken silence. All attempts at hilarity 
ended in sad little failures. Each heart 
seemed closed with a sorrow it did not care 
to communicate. 

Let us look at another picture. It is al- 
most night. A young boy 1s wandering 
through the snow covered streets of L 
Bright lights gleam from’ happy homes. 
Snatches of merry song and laughter float 
out to him on the erisp air. At several 
doors he seeks shelter, but there is no place 
for him in the gay circles that surround the 
bright fires. 

At last, tired.and discouraged, he creeps, 
like some wretched tramp, into an old barn. 
And thinking of the home and dear ones he 
has left, the misguided boy at last falls 
asleep. 
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It is Christmas eve, <A fine snow falls 
softly on the crowds of people who, with 
great bundles in their arms, are hurrying 
along the streets of G Lights stream 
from the gay shop windows. 

The James & James store had been 
thronged with Christmas purchasers all day, 
but it is now about 9 o’clock and the crowd 
is almost gone. 


William James stands before the roaring 
stove in his office. He is now gray and 
stooped, yet active for a man of his years. 
There isa far-away look in his eyes to- 
night, as he watches through the open door 
the strange faces come and go. 

Presently a man of about thirty years 
comes into the room, from the main store. 

“Well, uncle, I guess we can getoll now. 
The crowd is about gone.’’ 

The older man still looked blankly before 
him. 

“What is it, unele?’’ finally 
younger. 

Mr. Janes eome back to his 
surroundiugs, and looking at his nephew, 
answered: 

“You know it’s Christmas tonight, Wil- 


inquired th 


seemed to 
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liam, and that is always a sad time for 
Aunt Martha and me. It is just fifteen 
years since he left. We used to havea 
strange feeling that he would come back to 
us some Christmas day, and you know Aunt 
Martha used always to prepare for his com- 
ing. Then we read his name among a list 
of those wounded in a wreck, and as we 
could find no trace of him afterwards, con- 
cluded he was dead. 

‘*But tonight, somehow, my mind will go 
back to old times. I’ve been thinking of 
when your father and I were boys, and of 
the jolly times we used to have on Christ- 
mas, and the time our Charley was a little 
fellow, and of how his mother and I used to 
take such pleasure in making Christmas 
happy for him. Tonight I have found my- 
self strangely wondering if our boy really 
is dead.’’ 

‘“Uncle,’’ said the younger man looking 
affectionately at the kind face near him, 
‘‘you have been the dearest father in the 
world to me, and I know I can never repay 
you. But, uncle, though you have never 
told me, I often think that perhaps my com- 
ing was the cause of Charley’s going away. 
And [ have always hoped that some time he 
would come back.’’ 

“There, William, you have always beena 
good boy. I don’t know what we should 
have done withont you. 

“Come, we had better go home. Mother 
and Jennie and thelittle ones willbe w onder- 
ing why we are so late.”’ 

The clerks were just putting up the shut- 
ters as William James and his nephew left 
the store and stepped into the street. 

‘“‘What’s that?’’? asked Will, as his eye 
caught a dark figure crouched by the shop 
window. 

‘Please, sir,’? came a faint little voice, 
‘‘T wanted to sell you this.”’ 

Both men were now near the child. ‘‘Why 
my girl, what are you doing here? You are 
almost frozen,’’ said Mr. James kindly. 

“Please, sir, papa is sick and I want to 
sell this book to get something for him to 
eat. I was afraid to come in when so many 
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folks was there.”’ 

“There, little one, I’ll take your book. 
Now hurry home out of the cold,’’ and the 
man slipped a ten-dollar gold piece into the 
child’s hand. 

The little girl, with 
you, sir,’ hurried away. 

“By the way, Will, we have forgotten 
that basket for Widow Baker,’’ reminded 
the older man, and they re-entered the now 
empty store. 

Mr. James laid the book carelessly on the 
counter and was just turning to follow his 
nephew when he stopped, and picked it up 
again. ‘‘Why, it’s a Bible,’ he said, “‘if I 
had known that I wouldn’t have taken it. 
I wonder whose child she is?”? 

A moment later Will, who was on the 
other side of the store putting some bundles 
into a basket, was startled by acry of ‘‘Oh, 
my God, can it be true?’”’ and looking up he 
saw the old man sink inte a chair. 

He rushed to his side, ‘‘Why, what is it 
uncle?’’?’ The trembling man held out the 
little Bible to him. On the fly leaf he read 
these words: 


a grateful ‘‘Thank 


To my dear son 
Charles 
from his 
Loving mother, 
Xmas, 18—. 


‘Come, Will, wemust overtake thechild,’”’ 
and William James rushed into the street. 
* * * * 


Let us look 


* * * 


‘I’m sure she went in there. 
in at the window.”’ 

“OQ my God, can that be my boy??? 

The two men were looking through the 
window of a poor little shanty on the out- 
skirts of the city. 

A sick man lies on a cot before a smoky 
fire. A sad faced little woman sits beside 
him. Standing near is alittle girl, They 
can hear her telling of the kind man who 
bought her book. 

‘“‘Now, papa, don’t you think that God is 
good?’’ came the little voice to the listeners 
and the glowing face of the child was near 
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the sick father’s. 

‘‘I guess so, child, to some people,’’ an- 
swered the man feebly. ‘‘I hope he will be 
better to my little girl than he has been to 
me,’’ and a hard look stole into his face. 

‘Papa, it is Christmas,’’ went on the 
prattling child. ‘‘I saw such lots of pretty 
things. I like to think ofthe little boys and 
girls that will get those nice presents. Tell 
us about some of the Christmases you used 
to have, and about dear old grandpa and 
grandma. Do you think they are alive vet, 
papa?”’ 

‘I’m afraid not, my child, or we could 
have found them. But you know papa was 
a naughty boy and ran away from home, so 
perhaps they didn’t want them to find him 
any more.”’ 

‘*Come, let us go in,’’ said the father out- 
side, in a choking voice. 

‘*Wait,’? and the younger man held him 
back. 

“Oh, I know they love you yet,’’ con- 
tinued the child. ‘*You went away on Christ- 
mas, didn’t you? 

‘*Yes, dear, just fifteen years ago,” and a 
look of pain came into the man’s pale face. 

‘‘Besse, it hurts papa to talk tonight,’’ 
said the mother drawing the child to her 
side. 

“Omy God, I can stand this no longer,’’ 
and Mr. James started toward the door. 

His nephew drew him back. ‘‘No unele, 
you must not. He is in no condition to en- 
dure the shock and your excitement. We 
must think of some way to get them home. 
Come, let us go and prepare Aunt Martha 
for the surprise,’’ and he led the trembling 
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father from the window. 
* * * * * * K 

It isChristmas night, and how brightly the 
firelight plays on the happy circle in Wil- 
liam James’ comfortable parlor. In one cor- 
ner of the room stands a beautiful Christ- 
mas tree, but half stripped. Three children 
are playing near it. At one side ofthe open 
grate sits the aged father. There is holy 
joy and contentment in his fine old face, as 
he glances now and then across to the other 
side of the fire on the pale face of his long- 
lost son, half buried in cushions. 

In the bright, honest face of Will James 
is also a happy light. Two little women, 
the wives of the cousins, are conversing 
like sisters. The sweet face of the mother 
bends over her invalid son. The tender 
mother-love that lights up her faded eyes is 
as sweet as an angel’s look. The invalid 
holds in his hands a little Bible. His eyes 
have been ciosed for some time, but pres- 
ently they open and he looks fondly at the 
little book, then up into the face of his 
mother, 

‘‘Mother,’’ he said, stroking her silvery 
head fondly, ‘‘you don’t know what a treas- 
ure this little book has been. It has beeu 
my guardian angel, mother, while I have 
been away from you, and now has brought 
me home again.”’ 

Just then his little daughter came, and 
leaning her head against his cheek, said: 

‘*Papa, this is a real Christmas, isn’t it? 
Now you think God is good, don’t you?”? 

‘Yes, my child, very good. Better than 
we deserve sometimes,’’ was his answer. 

Bass 
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Exchanges. 


At a meeting of the faculty of the Brigham 
Young College last Friday, Dec. 1], it was 
decided to establish, at once, a college 
paper. The publication will be called the 
“Crimson,’’ and will be managed and con- 


trolled entirely is the student body. The 
first issue will be ready for distribution 
Dec. li. 


ic * a) 

College men at the University of Utah met 
last week to effect an organization. ‘In con- 
nection with the College women, an associa- 
tion of some years standing, they expect 
soon to organize a college student body. 


ooo 


The Socialist club of Washburn college, 
at Topeka, Kansas, has been ordered by the 
faculty to discontinue its meetings. Finan- 
cial supporters of the college threatened to 
withdraw their aid unless the club was sup- 
pressed. The organization was founded by 
admirers of Rev. Charles M. Sheldon, 
author of ‘‘In His Steps,’’ and was conduct- 
ed according to his ideas. 


66 6 
All the Difference. 


He—‘‘I am rather in favor of the English 
than the American mode of spelling.’’ 

She—‘:Yes?”’ 

He—‘‘Yes, indeed! Take ‘parlour,’ for 
instance. Having ‘u’ in it makes all the 
difference in the world.’’—Popular Phrenol- 
ogist, Brighton, Eng. 
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“One's reading is, usually, a fair index 
to his Observe, in almost any 
howe you visit, the books that lie on the 
center table, or note those that are taken 


character, 


by preference from the public library, and 
you may judge inno small degree, not only 
the intellectual tastes and _ general intelli- 
gence of the family, but also—and what is 
of far deeper moment—their moral attain- 
ments and spiritual advancement.’’—W. A. 
Coleord. 


oo 8 
Alumni Notes. 


H. N. Hayes, ’87, is now a practicing at- 
torney at Richfield. After teaching several 
years he left the school room and took up 
the study of law in the University of Michi- 
gan. 


B. S. Hinckley, ’90, is one of the leading 
professors in the L. D. S. University. 


Miss Ida Allman, ’93, has been teaching 
in the Springville schools since her gradu- 
ation. 


H. S. Tanner, ’95, is judge of the civil 
courts in Salt Lake City. 


Henry Peterson, ’95, holds the chair of 
Pedagogy in the L..D..S. University. 


A. C. Nelson, ‘98, is State Supt. of Public 
Instruction. 


Murray King, the poet of the class of '96, 
since leaving school, has devoted himself to 
newspaper work. He is at present the Tri- 
bune correspondent at Park City. 


A. L. Neff, 02, who:served aterm as.edi- 
tor of the White and Blue, is pursuing a 
History Major at Stanford University. 


Guy C. Wilson, ’00, for a number of years 
past, has been principal of the Juarez Stake 
Academy. 
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A Chance. It is said that literary inventors 


seldom, if ever, begin actual work in inven- 
tion until after they leave college, the al- 
leged reason being that school days are days 
for taking 
While this is perhaps true, itis by no means 
a necessary truth. It has also been observed 


in rather than for giving out. 


that students generally are far less capable 
of producing a sound and convincing speech 
than their intellectual standing would seem 
This is 
doubtless a correct observation; but it need 


to give him qualifications for. 
not be essentially true. Power to do comes 
by doing; power to speak comes by speak- 
ing; and no student of the Brigham Young 
University, who will make himself an active 
worker in the Speech Improvement club, 
need be other than an exception to this gen- 


eral rule. He can become as good a “‘giverw 


out’’ as ‘‘taker-in.’? The Speech Improve- 
ment club is an essential adjunct of the 
University educational organism, and was 
instituted for the specific purpose of making 
us ‘‘givers-out.’’ It is simply a golden op- 
portunity, to use a trite metaphor. Fellow 


students, here is a chance. 


oo o 


The semester is nearly passed, and anoth- 
er few weeks of history and hard work are 
We have had not only hard work, 
but many pleasures. 


gone. 
We have met new 
We should 
now be ready to carry our influence home to 


faces and made new friends. 


our fellow men. Impart unto them the spirit 
which has been so freely given and freely 
taken. Hoping it will never be said ofa 
Brigham Young University student that he 
has the ‘‘big head,” The White and Blue 
Wishes for all a Merry Christmas and a 


Happy New Year. 


oo 06 


Our managing editor, Mr. Mangum, has 
taken leave of absence for a short time: per- 
haps for good. Report says he is to be 
manager for Miss Arvilla Clark and Mr. 
We wish 


as pood a 


Oscar Kirkham’s concert tour. 


him success; and if he proves 
manager in his new field, as he has proved 
in connection with our paper, there need be 


no fear of failure. 


oo © 


‘Misuse your body, and soul will flee; 
thought will take wing, and all fine emotions 
of sympathy, aspiration, hope and kindness 
will depart and leave the palace of your 


brain desolate,’’—Elbert Hubbard. 
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Music Department. 
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The Christmas story, the story of Christ, 
our Savior, is, of all things expressed in 
art, the most beautiful, and has given to 
art the touch divine. The painter, the 
sculptor, the composer—all have created 
their best under its influence. W. S. B. 
Mathews in December number of The 
Etude, says: 


the 


Christmas is the one festivalofthe church 
year whichis in full harmony with music, 
and with music in its most beautiful and 
purest moments. The blessed harmony of 
pure triads and altruistic affection, so la- 
boriously sifted out of nature’s great minor 
ninth upon the dominant of sin and sorrow. 
finds in the spirit of Christmas a congenial 
spirit and a heart-pleasing field for its 
powers. True, other festivals of the church 
year have also been intimately associated 
with music, notably so the Passion and 
Haster; but not in the same sense as Christ- 
mas. The Passion is too grievous for the 
pure soaring of music, and Easter somehow 
seems to get away before the muse has ade- 
quately tuned her lyre; but Christmas gets 
into our very bones, permeates our purests of 
arts-that of musie—and awakens a kind of 
benevolent pnd beautiful joy, which but for 
this radiant moment would never, have 
found its occasion among men.’’ 

ITeven think that music helps to keep 
alive the spirit of Christmas and makes the 
old story seem nearer and more probable. 


6606 


The Messiah, written by Handel, is the 
greatest and grandest musical treatise of 
the story of Christ that has been written; 
and that very naturally, too, for Handel 
was one of the greatest and grandest that 
musical art has known. His work over- 
shadows that of all other composers on the 
subject: but much that is exceedingly good 
and appropriate has been written by other 
writers. Indeed, our musical literature has 


been wonderfully beautifiod and enriched 
through the divine inflence of that Christ- 
mas story. 
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In the world of finance the profits are pro- 
portionate to the investment. In musie 
study, if one wishes an ample return, he 
must be willing to put into his work earn- 
estness, thoroughness, and _ persistence. 
Careless work, a mere dipping in here and 
there, as does the butterfly in his pursuit of 
honey, can lead to naught but meager re- 
turns.’’—The Etude. 


oo°90 
Let us have plenty of music at Christmas 
time. Bright, joyous music for hearts that are 
full of happiness and also some tender, com- 
forting, deeply sympathetic strains for the 
brave souls who even on this glad day are 
battling with sorrow.’’—Etude. 
ooo 
Man is somewhat like a piano. Anyway, 
if he’s square, he’s old fashioned, and if 
he’s grand, he’s expensive; but if he’s up- 
right, he acquires a certain popularity 
through not taking up much room,’’—Puck. 


ooo 


eA technical knowledge of their own spec- 
ialty is presupposed, but the singers ot 
mark today are people who cultivate their 
brains as well as their voices.—Buck. 


oo 6 
‘Worthy music carries us into the higher 
strata of existence, lifting us out of the ma- 
terial sloughs which abound in life’s path- 
way,’’—Etude. 


oo9o 


The School of Music gave a concert Fri- 
day evening in College Hall. A large and 
appreciative audience was present. 


During the coming holiday season, at 
least two of the ‘‘big’’ universities of the 
Last are going to tour the sunny Wes:. Of 
course their foot ball squads are the ring 
leaders, and naturally so, since in nearly 
every college, more prominence is given to 
a husky pigskin pusher, than to the presi- 
dent of the student body. Now, when Mich- 
igan comes, beware! Stanford and Berkley 
will probably get a whack at her, but Utah 
will do well not to try. Aggie bravadoes 
will find it safest to hibernate at least: until 
Michigan’s war cry is wafted over the Sierra 
Nevadas. While the U. of U. may muster 
up courage enough to meet Carlisle, still, as 
they undoubtedly realize, Yost and his 
bunch are a pretty big proposition. It 
would be like ‘‘casting pearls before swine. ’? 
(We use this figure for want of a better one. ) 
The Pigs would push around trampling the 
Pearls into the mire, at the same time un- 
conscious of what they were doing. No, 
Utah, you’d better let them go their way un- 
molested. 


ooo 


A letter received last week from the ladies’ 
physical culture director of the L. D. S. U, 
contained some valuable suggestions, as to 
how much of the roughness of the game of 
basket ball might be eliminated; thereby 
making it much more suitable to the girl’s 
teams. We quote the following from her 
letter: 


‘With the consent of the teams, therefore, 
we propose this year to modify the rules and 
play boys non-interference; that is, adopt 
the boy’s A. A. U. rules as published by 
Spalding, with the modification that one 
player cannot bat'the ball from the others’ 
hands, and consequently cannot hold. the 
ball longer than five seconds; or hand the 
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ball; that is, to pass it from one to another 
without throwing it.” 


We realize that it takes considerable en- 
durance to play this game, so the modifica- 
tions as suggested will admit moreskill, and 
the physical exertion on the part ofthe 
players will not need to be so strenuous. 
Then, too, the game will be much more in- 
teresting to the on-looker. 
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In all probability the Carlisle Indians, 
who have projected a trip to the coast dur- 
ing the coming holidays, will stop off long. 
enough at Salt Lake to play the U. of U. a 
fast game of football. We realize-that these 
Easterners are a pretty rapid aggregation. 
Still, we have faith in our capital city boys. 
They need to be congratulated in obtaining 
this meet, and we trust they will acquit 
themselves as worthy representatives of the 
state, and that they may comfortably ‘‘chew 
all that. they have bitten off.’’ 


© o¢ 


At the meeting of the Agricultural College 
football enthusiasts, held Dee. 7, Howard 
Madsen was chosen captain for 1904. Mad- 
sen plays lefttackle, shows wonderful ability 
as a place kicker, and is said to be the best 
all ‘round man ever seen on a Logan grid- 
iron. 


oOo 9 


If the girls really intend to do anything in 
the way of playing intercollegate basket 
ball games this winter they would do well to 
elect a manager. Some one is needed to at- 
tend to considerable correspondence that 
has been received. 
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Locals. 
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Party of the Season. 


Tonight will be given a good, honest, so- 
ciable time. This is the first party ever 
given under the direction of the White and 
Blue. We intend, therefore, to have the 
event of the season, socially, morally and 
financially. In order 
have the smiling face of every student. Come 
to have agood time, and bring your best 
wishes and love for your fellow man. Here 
we shall all be in common, no one above the 
other. ‘‘The first shall be last and the last 
shall be first.’’ 


to do this we must 


00 0 
Literary! Literary! 

Prof. Lund will give a program on Wag- 
ner, one of Germany’s literary and musical 
geniuses, Dec. 19, 1903. You can’t afford 
to miss it. 

oo 6 


‘To thine own selfbe true, and it must fol- 
low as the night the day’’—that your happi- 
ness for the holidays will be well begun if 
you attend the White and Blue ball this eve- 
ning. 

Those who attended the musical given by 
Prof. Lund and students Dee. 10, certainly 
had their money’s worth. Prof. Lund, in 
his parody on ‘‘It was the Dutch,’’ was 
well received. 


Be not surprised ifin addressing an English 
E student, you are answered by lines from 
Shakespeare. If you ask the reason, you 
will find that he is only trying to commit the 
fourth act of ‘‘The Merchant of Venice.’’ 


Last week a local announced that the 
High school ’04s had established a library 
of ‘‘Magizens.’’ We would like to know if 
this is a new kind of a library, or a library 
of Magazines. 

Tf you miss the editorials this week, just 
remember that the editor is away. 


Christmas is coming, and examinations 
are here. Students be careful not to mix 
them. They don’t go well together. 


Mama—'‘‘Bessie, if you don’t be good 
Santa Claus will not bring you anything.” 

Bessie—‘‘Well, mama, you needn’t say it 
so near the chimney.”’ 


We are proud to know that some of our 
students are making reputations. Miss 
Alta Ereanbrack is teaching music in Mam- 
meth. She intends to present an opera 
there in the near future. 


Mr. John Bown, one of our piano stud- 
ents, is now studying in the Boston Con- 


servatory of Music. We wish him success. 


Students, do not let Christmas good cheer 
carry you beyond the moral standard of 
our dear Alma Mater. Carry its spirit 
with you always as a voice of warning. 


Miss Trysa Boyer of Springville, a mem- 
ber of the Hizh Schoo! '04s, was a visitor 
at school Monday. 

Feund.—A lady’s belt, between Center St. 
and Academy.—E. Glayde. 

This notice will no doubt interest Miss 
Barney, who came into her English class 
this morning complaining that they didn’t 
give a fellow time to dress before school. 


Fletcher in Physies.—‘‘Define and give an 
example of transverse vibration.” 

Student.—‘*A transverse vibration is one 
that is tied in the middle and wags on both 
ends. Such as a girl’s tonuge.’’ 


Clothes Cleaned and Pressed $1.00 per 
month. Ladies’ Work a Specialy. TEM- 
PLETON CLEANING CoO., 89: North Acad- 
emy Avenue. 

ALEXANDER, THE OPTICIAN, WILL 


REMAIN AT HOTEL ROBERTS UNTIL 
JAN: 1, HOURS 12 TO 1:30; and 4TO 8 


p- in. 


10 THE WHITE AND BLUE. 


Statement. 


A statement of the financial standing of 
the Student Body of the B. Y. U. from the 
Ist of October to the 14th of December: 


RECEIPTS. 
Oct. 2, Register fees........$10.65 
Oet. 10, Athletic association. 3.30 
Nov. 2, Nelson’s note....... 12.55 
Nov. 25, S. B. dance........ 56.60 
ID ero a CA ns een Omi ee Bee 3.30 
HPO EN A a meere ne Coes react $36.30 
DISBURSEMENTS. 
Oct. 18, one record book....$ 1.00 
Oct. 13, B. B. Supplies.... 6.85 
Oct. 27, L. S. shortage...... 8.25 
Oct. 27, Tr. Fr. B. B. Mer.. 10.00 
$26. 10 
Bal. on hand Dee. 14, ’03. $60.20 


G. C. LINDSAY, 
Treasurer. 
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Teacher—‘‘Now children, you know last 
Sunday I told you why we have Christmas. 
Can some of you tell me, today?”’ 

Jonnny.—‘'‘It’s the day Jesus was born.” 

Teacher.—‘‘Now,can you tell methe name 
of little Jesus’ mother?’? 

Alice.--‘‘Mary.’’ 

Teacher.—-That’s right. Now, can some 
one tell me the name of His Father?” 

Johnny.—‘‘Old Santa Claus.’’ 


Moshe Pack and Miss Sarah Hinckiey 
have decided to walk life’s path together. 


A future assistant in the musical depart- 
ment has arrived at the home of Prof. Lund. 
Success to mother and son. 


The semi-annual conference of the Do- 
mestic Stakes was held in College Hall Sun- 
day, Dec. 13, 1903. Some of the reports 
given appealed tothe funny side of the au- 
dience. 


The enthusiasm exhibited by the training 
teachers and pupils foretells that Christmas 
is near. 


One of the aids, giving a report in econ- 
ference: ‘‘My brothers and sisters, I think 
I can truthfully say the students in my dis- 
trict are here for getting all they e2n.’’ We 
hope this is the only forgetful district. 


In all your forgetting, do not forget the 
White and Blue dance. 


The Preparatory students gave an up-te- 
date entertainment last Friday evening. 
among the noteworthy numbers on the pro- 
gram was Bro. Boyle's solo. ‘Twas ex- 
quisite. 


A number of students visited the Congre- 
gational church services Jast Sunday eve- 
ning. 


Georgia and Harry were taken unawares 
by a bran’ new kodack. 


THE 


My Country. 


My coantry I love thee, 
Though but a child I be 
Of thee I sing. 

I love the stories told 

Of all the heroes bold, 
With each new story told. 
Thy flag I bring. 


My country I would pray - 
To serve thee every day 
Like these before. 
[ would a hero be, 
And livoa and fight for thee, 
To keep the fair and free 
For evermore. 
Ray LEE, 


(Aged 11 years Training School.) 
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Dr. C. W. Bird, Dentist, Room No. 2, 
over Postoffice. Special rates to students. 


Strictly honest methods, 
Extra Good Values, 

And care in Fitting the Feet 
Are principles upon which 
We expect to secure and 
Retain your Shoe Trade. 


a 
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NUT r BUT 
fl ) 
Ke 7" $5 My a) 
tre KG 


™ ne bi im ht 


Is a purely vegetable Butter: made 
from Peanuts, and is used for all pur- 
poses that cow’s butter or cream is 
used, and is more healthful. At your 
Grocer’s at 20c. per pound. Try a I5c. Jar 
r Manufactured by 


ou aay. 


NATIONAL HEALTH FOOD CO. 


WHITE AND BLUE. 


at 

After the long delay in the preparations 
for the new building, we are very glad to 
hear that the contract has been let. The 
holding of the dedication exercises Sunday 
assures us that soon our preparatory and 
missionary students will have ahome. We 
hope that this is only a beginning and that 
we may witness many such ceremonies in 
the future. 

Thecommunity of Provo has been well 
filled with missionaries the past week or 
two. They are not the kind that stay and 
preach, however; they simply call, question, 


report, and tnat is the end. 
What Prof. Hinckley first learned in 
mathematics: 


‘*Multiplication is vexation, 
Division is bad: 

Compound numbers puzzle me, 
And fractions drive me mad.’”’ 


It ‘‘beats the Dutch’’ where Prof. Lund 


gets his ability. 


Students are beginning to realize they 
Can buy more Groceries for their Money at 


RALPH POULTON & CO.’S 


New Store, than they have ever 
Been able to obtain before. 


72 W. CENTER STREET. 


THE PROVO TAILORING GO., 
OVER STATE BANK. 
PRICE AND WORKMANSHIP GUAR- 
ANTEED SATISFAGTORY. 
CLEANING AND REPAIRING. 


CG. Enoch Glark, 


THE BARBER. 
speeds 
at N. ACADEMY AVWENVUS, 


PROVO, UTAH. 
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Little Brother.—‘‘Say, what do they have 
Christmas for?’, 

Big Sister.—‘‘Why, it’s to celebrate the 
Savior’s birthday.’’ 

Little Brother.—‘‘How long ago was he 
born?”’ 

Big Sister.—‘‘Nineteen hundred and three 
years ago.”’ 

Little Brother.—‘‘Golly, he’s gettin’ old. 
When do you thing he’]l die?’’ 


An elegant Boss Case Gold Watch given 
away Christmas Eve by Heindselman Bros., 
Watchmakers, Jewelers and Opticians, 214 
W. Center Street. Numbers are given for 
each pair of glasses fitted. Watch Clean- 
ing and like Repair Work entitles one to a 
number. We are experts in our line: all 
work put out guaranteed: prices reasonable. 
DR. G. H. HAINDSELMAN, GRADUATE 
OPTICIAN. 


Let your light so shine before men that 
they cannot see what’s going on behind it. 


WHITE AND BLUE, 


This Space is 
Reserved for the 


SALT LAKE ROUTE 


Prove Commercial and Savings 


CAPITAL, $100,000.00. 
OFFIERS: 
REED SMOOT, President. 
©, E. LOOSE, Vice-President. 
J. T. FARRER. Cashier. 
J. A. TWELVES, Assistant Cashier. 


GENERAL BANKING. 
SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES FOR RENT. 


Bank 


Prove Dyeing and Cleaning Co., 


The Only Steam Works in Towin 
That have Machinery to do the work. Why send 
your clothes to Salt Lake City to get them Cleaned 


and Dyed when you can save time and money iu 
Provo. 


Ladies’ Work a Specialty. Fur and Augs Cleaned, 


OLOTHES CLEANED BY THE MONTH. 
Every Piece of Work Guaranteed. 


T. SUMNER, Prorripror. PROVO, UTATIL. 


— ——— 


| Description. 


b WA: J. Sempnwici eee 


24 N. ACADEMY AVE. 


| 
| 
| 
| GENERAL MERCHANDISE, 
| 


BEST GOODS AT 
REASONABLE PRICES. 


We are Satisfied when our Customers are 


| FOR ALL KINDS OF FRESH AND 
CURED MEATS CALL AT THE 


CENTRAL MEAT MARKET 


AND YOU WILL GE THE BEST. 
SCHOFIELD & FERRIN, PROPS. 


H. G. BLUMENTHAL, 


Steam and Hot Water Heating, Sanitary 
Plumbing. Sheet Metal Work of Every 
HW”. Center Street. 
PROVO CITY, UTAT, 


AVO-4T4 


PHONE 61—yY. 


